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| | Ia the PASTORAL, called = 
PHILANDER and ROSE. 

Wiinea by MrsSKEMBLE. 


Set to MUSIC by Mr. CHEESE, 


And to be performed on Maxday the 25th of April 1785. 
Aut Au. n. : 


For the BENETIT of MAK EMEBLE. 
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To be had of Mr. Haxzor, Printer; of Mr, 
Banz, at the Theatre-Royal; of all the Doon- 
Kzzyzns, on Monday next; and of MrSKzwLz, at 
Mr. Barker's, Cabinet-maker, Hanging-Ditch, Manchefler. | 


SONGS, in PHILANDER and ROSE. 


FIRST. CHORUS 
ARK! Hark! the Feather'd Warblers ſing, 
Hark the merry merry Bells ring, 
All Nature welcomes in the Morn. 
Chorus. Hark, Hark, 0 
The Lads and Laſſes now are ſeen, 
With Pipe and Dance upon the Green, 
Where lately wav'd the Golden Corn. 
Chorus. The Lads, &c. 
Sweet Philomel extends his Throat, 
The kiſſing Zephyr wafts his Note, 
Thro' Dew pangFd Lawn and Dale. 
By yonder gently murm'ring Brook, 
The Shepherd. lays aſide his Crook, 
This happy Bridal Morn to hail. 
Chorus, By yonder, &c. 


Mrs. SIDNEY. 7 
HE Front of Fruth is Lilly white, 
And white her Ringlets flow; 
The Circle too in which they move, 
Is white as Mountain Snow. 


The Emblem of the faithful Dove, 
White Innocence ſhe bears; 

As white as Fleece in new ſhom Flocks, 
Is what the Maiden wears. | 


Her Veſtments white, her Sandals white, 
Her Robe is of that Hue, * 
She chofe from out Minerva's Loom, 


And thence twWas call d True Blue. 
The 


Co 


The Cæſtus that entwines her Waiſt, 
Is form'd of Stars of Fire, 8 

To flaſh Detection on the Wretch, 
Who's Falſhood moves her Ire. 


mo 


— 


Mr. FOX and Mrs. SIDNEY. 
HILANDER again and again with that Pipe, 
P Which erſt is Cons Heart « did obtain; 
Oh breathe forth thoſe Accents of Love and Delight, 
Repeat them again and again. 
Philander to Roſe does his Freedom reſign, 
For Liberty's Death without thee ; 
A Fetter of Cowſlips and Blue-Bells entwine, 
Such Bondage gives Freedom to me. 


Can Honor? can Virtue ſuch Bondage make light? 
Say they can, and I'll ſtrive to exceed 
The Chaſtity given the Goddeſs of Night, 
Or Lucreſe in Poetical CRD. 


——_— — 


Mr. K E M B L. E. | 
WE don't you whiſper Nanny O, 
VI you object to her I know, 

That you're a Jack a Dandy O, 
Let me alone, 
And fly you drone, 
To Love and Kiſs ſweet Nanny O, 
Or you're a Jack a Dandy O. 


The Words that from her Lips do flow, 
With ardent Love will make you glow 
Or you're a Jack a Dandy O, 

You'll find it ſo, 

Now prithee go, 
And Love and Kiſs ſweet Nanny O, 
Or you're a Jack a Dandy O. 

Mr. HOL- 


— 
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Mr. HOLLINGSWORTE. 
OHNNY was a Piper's Son, 
Jenny was a Fidler's Daughter, 
Johnny tun'd his Oaten Reed, 
And Jenny ſung as Johnny taught her. 
Oh Jahnny, blithe and bonny, 
Oh Johnny o'er the Water, 
Johnny gay his Pipe would play, 


And Jenny ſung as Johnny taught her. 


Thro* the Meadows, down the Bourne, 
O'er the Hills they oft were ftraying, 
On a ſhady Bank reclin'd, | 
Watchful Cupid caught them playing. 


Chorus, Oh Johnny, &e. 


Maidens fair, guard well your Hearts, 
Love ſubdued the Fidler's Daughter; 

New Jenny to her bonny Bairn, 
Sings the Tune that Johnny taught her. 


Chorus, Oh Johnny, &c. 


— 


Mrs. K EMB L E. 
OR I know he will walk - 
With 2 Jeany and talk 
Unto pretty briſk Kate, 
Oft of Love he will prate; 
And he'll ſing her a Song 
As they ſaunter — 
By the ſide of the Brook in the Groves; 


But I ne er will believe 
He would ſwear or deceive 
Either Suſan or Nell, 5 
Or my Friend Iſabel, x 
Or Louiſa the Fair, 
With the flowing gold Hair, 
For Paſtora's the Girl whom he loves, 


7 


1 


Here a SONG is introduc'd and ſung by Mr. Darcy, 
call'd '** What care I for whom ſhe be,” 


ER San 


Mr. FOX, Mr. DARCY, Mes. SIDNEY 
and Mrs. KEMBLE. 


OME- wakes, come Momus we both do i invite, 
Come ſhare in our Pleaſures and Paſtimes to Night; 
We'll drink and be merry until the Day cloſe, 
Then — . joy to Philander and Roſe. 
Chorus, Come Bacchus, &c. 


See Pheebus oe es cn this happy Day , 

His yelloweſt Beams, and the whole Welkin glows; 

Dame Nature is rob'd in her brighteſt Array, 

The n to hail of Philander and Roſe. 
Chorus. Come Bacchus, &c. 


Bluſhing Laſſes don't be coy, 

Each ſalute her fav*rite Boy; 

What tho' Slander of us prate; 

This Day to Mirth will dedicate. / 

k Chorus. Come Bacchus, &c. 


Nymphs and, Swains what ſhall 1 ſay, 

Is 11 — Words my Tribute pay; 

My dear Philander help thy Roſe, 

'The Torrent Thanks 22 flow. 
Chorus. Come Bacchus, &c. ö } 


End of A C. T. It. 
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Mrs. SIDNEY. 
IA Eyes the Language of the Soul 
U In every look — 
Almighty love 1 Gros the Whole, 
Cupid ſpreads the fiſken Snare. 
Paſtora is the Git] he loves, 
She loves the youthful Swain; 
Paſtora true to Johnny. JE 
Johnny loves the Nym 
Then ſigh no more, nor 2 wg the Tear, 
Joy and happineſs retain; 
And chearful mile devoid of Fear, 
Baniſh all that gives you Pain. 
Now lead the Dance and ſing the Song. 
Join the Sports upon the * 


The Lads and Laſſes thither throng, 
There ee is ſeen. 


Mr. Hol LIN GSWO RT H. 


OU'RE welcome to take her, 
Your Wife you may make her, 
But my Lad if you do, 
TIl lay Twenty to Two 
You'll —— all the Days of your liſe; 

She's both Vixen and Vi 
Maſter Johnny the Piper, 
Your Head ſhe'll adorn 
With à wonderful Horn, 

High down derry, , 

Well be merry, 

Whenever marry, 

Your Head ſhe'll adorn 

With a wonderful Horn, 

Higk down, oh down derry. 


I will 


. 


Iwill not abuſe her, 
Becauſe Iv'e refus'd her, 
But the Laſs who will tare, f 
And coquet here and there, 
Will be flirting perhaps when a Wife; 

She's both Vixen and Viper, 
Maſter Johnny the Piper, 
Your Head ſhe'll adorn, 
With a wonderful Hom, 

High down derry, 

We'll be merry, 

Whenever you marry, 

Your ſhe'll adorn, 

With a wonderful Horn, 

High down, oh down derry 


— — 


T is not what this Swain has ſaid, 
My Girl and I can thwart; 
I will be ſure before I dread, 
Ihen ſhe and I muſt part. 


When ſhe moves her azure Eye, 
_—_— Age and Youth admire; 
ſhe fangs I can't tell why, 
öde — — all on fire. 5 
That this is true I love and know, 
Yet ſtill ſhe may be 


For Virtues ſelf is gifted "4 
Long ſince I underſtood. 


. So 'tis not what this Swain has ſaid, 


My Girl and I can thwart; 
I will be ſure before I dread, 
'Then ſhe and I muſt part. 


A SONG introduc'd here, by Mrs. KEMBLE. 


*« In my — Native Plains, &c.” 
| Mx. FOX, 


(8) 


* C20; ,--F:0:; $1 
R tho' thou lay'ſ aſide thy Crook, 
And other Weeds putt'ſt on; 
'Thou'lt ne'er forget the trilling Brook, 
That Winds thro' yonder Lawn. 


Thou'lt ne'er forget thy fleecy Flocks, 
That bleat on yonder Hill; 

Thou'lt ne'er forget yon Ridge of Rocks, 
Or Clack of yonder Mill. 


Thou'lt ne'er forget Philander's Voice, 
While whiſpering in thy Ear; | 
Thou wert the Goddeſs of his choice, 

When making Hay laſt Year. 


Thou'lt ne'er forget thy humble Mates, 

1 Barn, nor Straw thatch'd 2 
ou'lt ne'er forget to thank the Fates. 
Or bleſs the lowly Spot. 


8 — 


DUE T T. 


Mr. DARCY and Mrs. K EM RL E. 


1 Inſtant Day breaks to m Sight, | 
And bids farewell to drowſy Night, 
With Joy I'll leave Paſtora's Side, | 

To toll for her ſhall be my Pride, 
Contentment in our humble State, 

Will make us greater than the Great, 


Diſtreſs, Ind never knows, 


Contentment in our humble State, 
Will make us greater than the Great. 
| Mr. HOL- 
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Mr. HOLLINGSWORTH. 


ORGIVE mel pray, 
What I ſaid other Day, 

For indeed I've repented it ſore; 
I confeſs I've been bad, 

But I'll be a good Lad, 

And TI ll never do ſo any more. 
On my bare Marrow Bones, 
On the hard flinty Stones, 

For forgivenefs aloud I do roar ; 
I confeſs Iv'e been bad, 

But FIl be a good Lad, 
And I'll never do fo any more. 


EN ALS 


ERCY is the Gift of Heaven, 
Then fpare this Trifle ſpare; 
Jo you alone the Pow'r is given, 
You Judge and Jury are. 
Chorus, Mercy is the Gift, &c, ' 
Kill not Philander, 
Kill not Roſe, 
Your-Frown is inſtant death; 
Nip not my ever blooming Roſe, 
Nor ſtop Philander's breath. 
Chorus, Mercy, &c. 
Is it condemn'd! ſay aye or no, 
Good Maſters tell me ere I go; 
What not a Word! but I'm content. 
I learnt at School what filence meant. 
1 Chorus, Kill not Philander, &c. 
Tis ye cen chear this drooping Heart, 
Theſe aching Fears can bid depart; 


 *Tis your Applauſe can crown the Whole, 


And fill with Joy my anxious Soul. 
Chorus, Mercy, &c. 


NN I 


